In the yellow grove of the thick hide, a hive,
Among the hills and mountain rock caves, a hive,
Under the sand, beside the cove, a wasp hive,
Woven web for or of, ill motive,

Here and there, blood strains, dried or undried,

Lord Buddha unendure consecutive,

Inhuman human, beastly breed and trend,

Fighters flew, shells stormed, bomb after bomb drop,

To disperse or destroy the evil end,

A hole, or a bone in gravel or sand,

Agonize and terrorize the land,

The hives shake, stir in bewilderment,

Eager to the fray to exceed one and others,

Oh, look, the wasp scatter and spread through out,

To immoral activities penetrate,

Where the innocent and weak in peace and joy,

Like a raven ravening around earth,

Do not slake, but cruel and daring deed curious,

To agitate the people with vengeance,

Defective deeds, awaking night, evoking terror,

Unheed to any, neither to Almighty nor to mob,

Quailed not, rushed to imperious agony,

As rude fatalist, ignore others1 thoughts,

Idiocy a prime element,

Ply for their own unidentical aim,